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I took to heart the lesson in the value of London fashionable life and to
this day look to the provincial and the amateur stage for my chief source
of income. You will notice that there are no elaborate sets in my plays
for I always bear in mind the Muddleditch Repertory Company that
can only afford one set, a few players and a small crowd only is attracted."
"I take it," I suggested, "that you are avoiding elaborate sets and
keeping expenses down to the minimum in the film you are aow doing,
in Caesar and Cleopatra?9
"You must understand that people who understand nothing about art
and that is the very vast majority, judge a thing by its cost and the cost
of the film will determine its popularity. You see there is no sex appeal
in my film and wre have to make up for it by ton loads of sand and appeal-
ing sphinxes and great crowds. The Muddleditch Repertory could never
afford such things. If I were starting my dramatic career again. Iwrould
run to ever}' extravagance in production and stop at nothing because I
know the films can go to any length, anywhere and everywhere."
When we do talk in the train, strange subjects crop up. Huddled
together in the dim light, fatigued, self-centred, and cautious, conver-
sation like hospitality falls into the tradition of a lost art. A few con-
noisseurs continue and the others listen suspiciously behind their papers.
I was telling my neighbour almost in a whisper that when I left my home
to catch this early train the lane was so dark that I did not even know
which way I was going and suddenly I tumbled over a huge, warm,
moist mass. I heard deep sighing and my hand clutched a horn. The cow
was a gentle lady and moved out of my way, but this little incident had
made me lose all direction, for I thought that I could not be on the lane
and must be careering across a field. I went on, however, and soon found
my instincts had led me after all in the right direction. He was a civil
servant and he countered my story with the following: "I'm in the civil
service and my office is flooded with rats?Why? Because all the girls
they are now employing bring their lunch to the office and they not only
leave their crumbs about but very often their sandwiches, too. The rats
come from all over, miles around, through the sewers, up the lavatory
pans and we men have to hunt them and get rid of them. I expect rats
were made for some purpose or other . . . but I do not really think there
is any purpose in life. How can I when some of the best minds of the world
are being slaughtered?" The dim lights of the carriage went out and the
train came to a standstill. We might have been ourselves rats in a hole.